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THE BROKEN TIE 

How the wind blew, 

And the snow threw 

Its ermine softness at my window-pane! 

Now I am there again, 

In the old house as once on a winter night. 

About the rooms I stray, 

A stranger, yet at home forevermore. 

A creak of the floor — 

Why, here comes Rosalie, 

Here's Gordon tiptoeing to me, 

Holding his candle high. 

Children, children, I have come back — yes, I ! 

What has become of the house I have forsworn? 

What other forms are they, 

Bringing new garnishment to nook and hall? 

I see them not at all, 

As here I sit, a mother miles away, 

And roam the rooms and roam the rooms till morn. 

BARK-BOUND 

In her home a woman I know 
Is a bark-bound tree ; 
The flowers bloom at her feet, 
But she does not see. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

The knife has glittered by 
To the forest to prune, 
And left her deaf to the wind 
And blind to the moon. 

She must live on her sap 
In her ease and dark, 
Until she shrivels and dies 
In her walls of bark. 

Unless the glittering knife 
Should return her way, 
And set its steel to the bark 
And let in day. 



IN THE MORGUE 

She who walked with flaming dress 
And the gems of idleness, 

She who counted in her troop 

Young man Dream and old man Dupe, 

Comes at last to lay her head 
Here among the unclaimed dead. 

She was weary as the sages 
With the riddle of the ages, 
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